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well as they could, they only succeeded
in slightly wounding a few of our men.
One unfortunate fellow, who fell to my
lot, threw himself off his horse when I
had nearly overtaken him, and boldly
facing me on foot, tried to draw his tul-
war ; but the more he tugged the less
\vould it leave the scabbard. For a mo-
ment I thought fear had paralysed his
arm; but I discovered afterwards that he
had tied his hilt to the scabbard, and in
his hurry and very natural agitation had
forgotten all about the fastening. It was
not at all an unusual practice with native
swordsmen to thus fasten up their tulwars, '
with the view of preventing their keen
edges from getting blunted by friction.
For three or four miles we kept up
the pursuit, when Sanford sounded the
"halt" and " rally" and our scat-
tered men gradually obeyed the sum-
mons, and assembled, many of them
leading captured horses, and laden with
loot in the shape of arms and odds and
ends, among which were doubtless many
gold mohurs and rupees extracted from